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WONDERS 



§*■* OW MUCH TORTURE CAN THE HUMAN BOPV TAKE 
Ij-J AND STILL -SURVIVE...? WELL, A HINDU ONCE 
liP* HAD RA70R SHARP NEEDLES AND SWORPS 
THRUST INTO Hi* BODY ANO WAS ^TILL ABLE 
TO WALK 3 /VMLES.WITH EACH -STEP IT WAS 
AGONIZING TORTURE 
A* THE NEEDLE* 
TORE DEEPER 
AND DEEPER 
INTO HIS FLESH 
VET THROUGH ALL^pJ 
THIS TORTURE W, 
HE SURVIVED ^T"| 
I', few 





ROBASlV 
THE MOST 
AhWINGOFP 
ACCIDENTS HAPPENED 
TO A RAILROAD WORKER RECENTLY... A PIECE OF 5TEEI 

BAR 3'7" LONG AND I Vz" IN DIAMETER WA<? 

COMPLETE.LV DRIVEN THROUGH HI* SKULL/.. WORE. 

AMAZING IS THE FACT THAT HE NEVER LO*T 

CONSCIOUSNESS" AND EVEN WALKED TO THE 
DOCTOR....' 



HiNK OF THE POOR FARMER OF HUMBOLT, 
"WHO HAD MORE THAN ENOUGH MISFORTUNE 
HAPPEN TO H1WS VK ONE DAY... 

WHILE M0WIN6 HIS LAWN UE NEARLV LOST 
Ul5 FOOT WITH A POWER K\OWER... A FEW 
MINUTES LATER WHILE WORKING IN HlS 
GARDEN HE NEARLY L05T AN EVE WHEN 
HE RAN INTO A HEDGE THORN... ON HIS 
WAYTO A LOCAL DOCTOR HE WAS 
INJURED WHEN HIS CAR WAS IN A 
COLLISION WITH ANOTHER... 
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'MIS IS GALVIN MANOR AS IT IS TODAY- 
'A ROOMY OLD PLACE ?HEH! NEGLECTED FOR 
HALF A CENTURY—THE REASON? A STRANGE 
CURSE, WITH AN INCREDIBLE SEQUEL I FOR 
FIFTY YEARS THE OWNER OF THIS HOUSE, 
JETHRO GALVIN, RIFUSED TO LIVE THERE.. 
WHEN HE DIED, HE LEFT HIS MONEY TO CHARITY, 
BUT GALVIN MANOR, AS PART OF THE RESIDUARY 

ESTATE WENT TO THREE COUSINS. 

CLIFFORD, WARREN, JANE AND THAT 

BEGINS OUR TERROR FOR TONIGHT-. 



ZffeJkinf 
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v-;\ irieTy years ago, galvin 

^MANOR WAS OWNED BY TWO 
COUSINS, HENRY AND HAROLP, 
WHO JUST DIDN7 GET MONG. 



WELL. COUSIN HENRY, EVERY NIGHT 
1 HEAR yOU TOS6IN6 . PIGGING , 
DIGGING. YOU COULDN'T BE 
BURYING -SOME OF THAT-SPANISH 
TREASURE YOU BROUGHT BACK 
FROM THE WEST ? 
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i'U TAKEITFgom 
"THERE! irfWE 
TtW&OUKNOWME 
ma mm tobe 
anwhcre... 
suspicion rat on 

HENRY 6ALYIN-. 



AND! TELL YOU, CORONER, HE ) 

threatened MR.uowARf.y riA 

WE BOTH HEARP HIM. ..--"WING 
S TO HAVE 



ffl 



'E WAS TRIED AND SOUGHT TO BRAZEN IT 
OUT UNTIL SURPRISE EWENce WAS 
INTRODUCED... 



ALL FIGHT, ALL 

| RIGHT.' I KILLEP 

HIW.ITWA5HI4 

LIFE OR WINE,' 




Wmammimr was noi sufficiently 
miemuce Cueu.'J to have an electric 

OAK, SO HENRY GALVW WAS HUNG, AN 
UNDYING CURSE ON HIS LIPS... 



JWo HENRY 
rs, GALVINWAi 
BURIED IN 
POTTERSFIELD 

BY THREE 

GRAVE-DKSERi 

WHO 

VOLUNTEERED 
FOR THE JOB. 



BAH.' I OON'T BELIEVE THERE'S AW 
TREASURE IN GAWIN MANOR. WHO COULD 
PIG FOR IT ANVWAV. WITHOUT WAKING_ 
THE PEOPLE IN THE 
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MM HEY MIND 
fDUR&RN, THE 
6RAVE-P/6SEP, 
OEAD, WITH DBEP 
MARki ON MS 
BAKE THROAT... 
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7ATO!\ BUT I'M the 

■ "'* ^' ATTORNEY 

FOR ALLTHEGALVINS, 
SHERIFF. 1 GAMED 
NOTHING FROM THESE 
-"^TRAGEDIES.' 



NOBODY* ACCUSING 

you, mr. WARcy. nor mis* 

JANE EITHER. WE JUST 
WANT YOU BOTH TO STAY 
WHILE WE ■SEARCH FOR 
PROWLER*... NQT 




WAT NIGHT., r 



■SORRY 

YOU CAN'T SLEEP, MISS 
MARCY, BUT WE'RE 
TAPPING ALL THE WALL* 
AND FLOORS TO «EE 
WHAT WE CAN 
FIND.' 



I'M! GOING DOWN TO 
THE CELLAR AND 
LOOK FOR THAT BIG 
•SPIDER NWSELF.' 
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<AY, THERE* A TREASURE W IT'S NOT 

BURIED HERE.-.wey.' PON'T A A , 

TOUCH THAT •SPIDER.' IT V\ SP1DER>/ j 

IAAY STILL BE DEADLY.' 



AND It* NO LONSER PEAPLV. IT* A 

•SKELETON HAND IMBUED WITH 
LIFE... THE HAND OF HENRY CALVIN, 
THAT TRIED TO CARRY OUT IT* 
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WE STRANGE RIDDLE OF THE 
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I'LL HA' NT YOU FOR THIS, DUDE 
FENIEY .' WHEREVER YOU GO... 
I'LL BE RIDING AHEAD TO 

haw you... uuuumm. 




2s. 
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\f/nm old woM-emrtfi? mneee s t&a/Fi? 
mewATEg wwB?, Duoe amp uis omw/s wej& 
on hand mm me/e six-suns! 




LOOK.DUDE.' ITS OLD CADY W WATCH ME GO RIGHT 
DEAO AHEAD .'HE 3AIO JL_ TUROUGU 
. HE'D UAUNT YOU.' 










Q 




SEE? NO GHOST. 


.NOTHING .'SCARED 




>- NOW 
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Y£S...ITOHLY TOOR A STRAINED 
IMAGINATION TO MISTAKE A PROJECTED 
SHADOW OF A MOTH FOR A SHROUDED, 
FULL-SIZED GHOST .'ODD, THDUGH'tHE 
TlimCS'THAT CAN GET INTO PEOPLE'S 
HEADS... AND INTO 
HEAD-LAMPS, TOO! 
S'LONG I'LL BE 
HAUNTING YOU... 
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17tM KINSLEY WASN'T KIDDING .' 
GRUESOME THOUGH IT SEEMED. 
INCREDIBLE THOUGH IT WAS, HE 
AND SLEEPY HARLOW WERE WITH 
A F*RTY OF MARCHING DEAD 
MEN, FROM WHOM THE NATIVES- 
SOLDIERS AS WELL AS PEASANTS- 
SHIED AS THEY STALK.EP STEAD- 
KLY AND MECHANICALLY ^ 
w ON WA RD ! _ jd&jf 




BECAUSE IN THIS COUNTRY IT IS A TRADITION 
THAT A MAN SHOULD COME HOME TO DIE 
ANO BE. BURIED IN HIS OWN SOIL. 
SO THE SHAMANS MARCH HOME /~UHH. -UHHH. 
tfHOSE WHO DIE ELSEWHERE/ S HE£ GOT ME 
I SAYING IT NOW, 
TOW. 
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$S DAWN STREAKED 
THE SKY ABOVE THE 
MONGOLIAN VIlLAGC, 
A SHUDDERING, 
TERRIFYING SIGHT 
CAUGHT THE EYES 
OF EARLY RISERS . . . 


LOOKS A LIVING DEAD 
MAN OOING BACK J 
JNTO THEIR HOTEL/Vl 


NEVER BEFORE/ 
IT CANNOT HAPPEN 
.EVEN NOW.' \X 
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I MILKED A YAK AND HOOKED) SLEEPY/ I THOUGHT J 
.A LOAF OF BREAD OUT Ot^f YOU WERE LIVING J 
\A FUNNY OVEN . . . jp-^i UP TO YOUR NAME A 

■ --V .^^rf^'VAND TAKING A NAP^ 

JL /£ -■■ \ LIKE I WAS/^^H 
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©lOT GOOD ABE 
GUNS AGAINST AN 
ATTACK BY DEAD 
MEN.' HEH/ GUNS 
ARE U5EDTO KILL 
AND YOU CAN ONIY 
KILL THE UVINO, 
VOU CAN NOT 
HARM THE DEAD.'.'.' 
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WHAT WAS IT! 

The Adventure of Two Ghostbreakers 



One look at the weird old house gave Ray 
Langdon the shivers. That in turn brought a 
smile from his companion, Jerry Talbot. For the 
moment Jerry thought this was Ray's idea of a 
joke; then he realized suddenly that his friend 
was serious. 

"Why the jitters, Ray?" inquired Jerry. "Af- 
ter all the houses we've investigated, what makes 
you scared of this one? You haven't even been 
in the place!" 

"That's just it," Ray returned. "Maybe if I 
had been in it, the house wouldn't seem so for-' 
bidding, to put it mildly." 

"Take a look at it," suggested Ray. "Right 
here from the gate. It looks like a yawning 
monster. Its door is a mouth, those windows 
are like eyes ..." 

"Except," interposed Jerry, "that they have 
shutters." 

"Like closed eyelids," argued Ray, "through 
which they are peering, like some creature pre- 
tending to be asleep." 

"Most eyelids open up and down," scoffed 
Jerry. "I can't understand what's gotten into you, 
Ray. For a year or more, we've been hiring out 
as ghostbreakers, investigating haunted houses 
one after another, proving them all phoriey!" 

"But this one is different, Jerry!" 

"You need a vacation, I guess," decided Jerry. 
'This is about the twentieth house we've' de- 
haunted. We've found rats, running water, bats, 
Creaky shutters, cats, wind down the chimney — " 

"I know, I know," interposed Ray, "but that 
Ought to make it all the more a matter of mere 
routine. Look out, Jerry!" 

Frantically, Ray grabbed his friend, drew him 
back as they stepped across the threshold, only 
• to have Jerry laugh anew. What had frightened 
Ray was nothing more than an old high-backed 
chair draped with a sheet to protect it from the 
dust. The breeze from the front door had made 
the sheet waver like a makeshift ghost. 

"You're a washout as a ghostbreaker, Ray," 
reproved Jerry, "if you let an old trick like that 
fool you. But let's make the place homey. Maybe 
that will end your jitters. After all, this is too 
easy a way to make a living, for us to think of 
giving it up. AH we have to do is occupy a 
haunted house long enough to make it saleable, 



then collect our fee from the owner, and go on 
to another job." 

"Until we run out of haunted houses," put in. 
Ray. "Ever think about that?" 

"You pretty near ran out of this one," 
laughed Jerry, "when you saw that sheet wiggle. 
Well, let's go up to the third floor and look at 
those two rooms that everybody says are where 
the haunting usually begins." 

But when they reached the haunted third-floor 
rooms, Ray felt a strange return of those earlier 
qualms. 

"They're like a trap, Jerry!" expressed Ray, 
as they flicked their flashlights. "The only en- 
trance is from the hall and the inner room has 
nothing but a little round window, opening out 
on a sheer wall. We'd be boxed here if any- 
thing should happen!" 

"I don't mind being boxed," retorted Jerry. 
"Those old-fashioned beds look comfortable. I'll 
take the inner room, if it worries you." 

Ray shook his head. 

"Let's go downstairs for tonight," he sug- 
gested. "Leave these rooms until tomorrow." 

"Go downstairs if you like," returned Jerry, 
"but I'm sleeping in the inner room, Ray, where 
the ghosts are most likely to be!" 

In emphasis, Jerry entered the inner room, 
hung his coat over a chair, kicked off his shoes 
and sprawled on the bed. From the connecting 
door, Ray grimly decided: 

"I'll stay in the outer room, Jerry. But if 
anything should happen ... I mean, suppose 
you should hear something — how will you let 
me know?" 

"Like this." With a grin, Jerry reached up, 
rapped the headboard of the old-fashioned bed. 
"How's that, Ray?" 

"Good. Now if you should see something, 
Jerry ..." 

"Like a ghost?" laughed Jerry. "I wont. But 
if I do, I'll give two raps for a signal." 

As Jerry thwacked the antique head-board, 
Ray argued anew : 

"This place is uncanny, Jerry. There's no tell- 
ing what might happen. You might find your- 
self in some unexplainable danger before the 
night is over." 

"Just to quiet your jitters, Little Rollo," a- 



torted Jerry in his most indulgent tone, "I'll 
rap three times" — he demonstrated with re- 
sounding knocks — "in case I'm really on a 
spot. But I don't advise you sitting up to listen. 
I'm going to sleep through to dawn and prove 
that this house isn't haunted." 

The hours passed. In the darkness of the outer 
room, Ray Langdon tossed nervously in bed un- 
til he fell asleep through sheer exhaustion. It 
was still pitch-dark when he awoke from a 
stifling dream and grabbed madly for his flash- 
light that was underneath the pillow. 

As he flashed the light about the room, Ray 
couldn't understand what had awakened him, 
all was so quiet. Indeed, it was the very still- 
ness that made Ray shudder. 

Minutes ticked. A heavy drowse came over 
Ray, but he did not sleep. He was conscious of 
the stillness all about him, expecting something 
- — he knew not what — to break the pall of 
the enshrouding darkness that had all the feel 
of a smothering blanket. 

Then it came. Sharp as a pistol-shot, Ray 
heard a sound from the inner room: ' 

Knock! 

Jerry's signal! His t skeptical friend had heard 
something. But what? Not a sound had reached 
'Ray's own ears, other than the rap itself. But 
it was too loud to be a cracking of the wood- 
work, too real to be a product of Ray's imagina- 
tion, even though his nerves were taut, to their 
very limit. 

Ray waited, breathless. Then: 

Knock! Knock! 

From the inner room again! Now Ray was 
sitting upright in bed, realizing that Jerry must 
have seen some ghostly manifestation in addi- 
tion to hearing something from the depths of 
the unknown. Ray was on the point of easing 
from his bed and stealing through the doorway, 
in hope that he could gain the same glimpse of 
something that might prove fearsome, yet would 
have to be faced. 

Before Ray could budge, the raps came again: 

Knock! Knotk! Knock! 

Ray left his bed with a bound. Gun in one 
hand, flashlight glinting from the other, he 
flung himself through the doorway and came up 
short. In the glare, the inner room was calm 
and serene. More than that, the first streaks of 
dawn were coming through the 'little window, 
tinting the bed where Jerry lay stretched as 
peaceful as when Ray had left him. 

Never had any man's imaginatipn proven so 
treacherous as Ray's, to trick him three times in 
succession. At least that was Ray's opinion of 
the moment, for it was obvious that Jerry had 
neither heard, seen, nor. encountered any reason 



to signal his jittery friend in the outer room. 

At least the night was over and Ray's ordeal 
had ended with it. Future nights in this house 
would be easily passed, now that Ray had found 
his nerves. Ray gave a low chuckle of his own, 
then decided to awaken jerry and let him share 
the joke. Stepping beside the bed, Ray shook 
his friend's shoulder, lightly at first, then hard- 
er. Jerry certainly was a sound sleeper. No won- 
der the thought of ghosts never worried him! 

After all, why not let Jerry sleep a little 
longer? That notion was passing through Ray's 
mind when his hand seem to freeze, Small won- 
der, for Ray's fingers were going cold and they 
caught that frigid touch from Jerry's shoulder. 
On sudden impulse, Ray shook Jerry's shoulder 
again, violently and more violently. But Jerry's 
figure did not roll. It seemed wooden, solid as 
the bedstead, except that it was icy. 

Ray's hand, pressed to Jerry's heart, found no 
pulsation there. Jerry's white face, staring up- 
ward, was glassy-eyed but sightless. Jerry Tal- 
bot was stone dead ! 

What was it that killed Jerry Talbot? 

Sheer fear could have been the reason, but 
the thing that caused his terror remained un- 
known. 

The theory of a heart attack was advanced 
as another possibility. But that did not explain 
the precise raps that Ray Langdon had heard. 
Jerry Talbot, in the throes of death, could hard- 
ly have sent such coherent, well-timed signals. 

When Ray summoned other people to the 
scene, they looked down from the window and 
saw a stretch of sheer wall to the ground. There 
were no marks in the mud that fringed the 
lawn below. It would have been impossible for 
a murderer to have come and gone by the win- 
dow route. 

The police pried up the flooring of the 
haunted inner room but found nothing in the 
way of trap doors to the floor below. The walls 
of the room were a solid portion of the house 
walls ; the ceiling was directly beneath the eaves. 

Whatever its ghostly legends, the old mansion 
re'ained them, The death of Jerry Talbot, the 
ghostbreaker who had failed to break the spell, 
caused the house to depreciate in value even 
further. It was finally torn down but even the 
ruins offered no solution to the strange death 
of the man who had defied the curse of that 
inner room. 

Whenever they talk of Jerry Talbot and his 
sudden end, people speculate on the horror that 
he must have seen with those eyes that so rapid- 
ly were glazed with death. 

Always, someone asks in hushed tone; 

"What was it!" 
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JT'S EASY TOSEE WHAT 
HAPPENED! 6RAUQWAS ' 
A FIENDISH KILLER!!! 
HE HID INTHE CRYPT, 
, ATTACKED HIS UNSUS- 
PECTING PARTNER , 

DURESQU. AND J 
\ V- . MURDERED ' 

yj/lmkZ)^ him— 




--WHEN SRAUQ WENT BACK 
INTHECRYPTTDWAIT 
AND FRIGHTEN US, THE 
BAR FELL WHEN HE, ' 
PULLED THE DOOR 
SHUT. SO HE WAS 
TRAPPED AND 
SUFFOCATED 1 



--AND 50 WE SAY RELUCTANTLY, 
FAREWELL TO CASTLE ZANGRA 
WHERE ANYTHING M/QHT 
HAPPEN. AHOO/D HAPPEN! 

to-HEH-HEH— excuse tfE, I 

MEAN HEH! —YOU'D THINK I'D 
BEEN BATTING AROUND WITH, 
VAMPIRES MYSELF! BUT 
I'M NOT 8AR0N 
ZANSRA.l'MJUST 
YOUR DEADLY 

UNSEEN 
FRIEND 

Jhelk 
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CVEB. HEAR OF A HiNPU MACIC MIBROftf 

NO? WELL, JAMES GARTH PIP/ HE'P REAP 
ALL ABOUT IT IN A BOOK ON CABALISTIC 
MAGIC THAT HE KEPT IN THE BACK ROOM 
OF HIS ANTIQUE SHOP IN SAN FRANCISCO. 
... BUT JAMES CAPTH WAS TOO 
BUSV SMUGGLING D-O-P-E TO WORRY 
ABOUT MAGIC MIRRORS UNTlWONE 
PAV, HIS HELPER, TONY HARMON 
CAME ACROSS ONE. 





NO, NO, TONY. NOTHING EXTRA SPECIAL. 
BUT I NEED A MIRROR HERE IN MY 
PRIVATE CONFERENCE ROOM. YOU 
CAN PUT THE OTHERS IN STORAGE. 
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THERE'S fiARTH'S 
MONEY/ lU 
GATHER IT AND 
TAKE IT TO HIM/ 
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tf THIS TIME, POf>£ 5AI06CIERS GENERALLY WERE 
FINDING IT BAP BUSINESS TO HOLP OUT ON JAMES 
GARTH. BUT THERE WERE SOME WHO W0ULPN7 LISTEN. 
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^I'M taking half 

OF EVERYTHING., 



r VOU mi6HT£N WE, GARTH /^ 
I'lL STOP AT YOUR SHOP IN 



MEAtiWMIE, AT WE ANTIQUE SHOP. . 

rt DO NEED A MIRROR FOR " 
MY HALLWAY, BUT I'M SO 





WHAT PIP IT MATTER 7 ONLY THAT 
AN ORDINARY MIRROR REPLACE? 
THE OMLV MAGIC MtUtOR 
THAT CAME IN THE SHIPMENT,' 
NOT KNOWING IT, .JAMES GARTH 
WENT TO A LOT OF USELESS 
TROUBLE WHEN HE RETURNED... 
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W WOAIPEtf 100K AT HIS WILP, FRENZIEP 
EXPRESSION/ HE SAW HIS OWN FACE IN 
THE MIRROR. AND MISTOOK IT FOR 
PEVIL'S/ 




<2>f COURSE GARTH Dtp SEE PEMONS. . . BUT HOW 
CAtl IT BE peOVEH/r VEPY EASILY.' SOMEWHERE 
IN A SAN FRANCISCO HOME HANGS AVERY LOVELY 
METAL MIRROR. . . WHEN. CHILDREN MAKE NASTY 
FACES AT iT, THE MIRROR MAKES NASTIER FACES 
BACK. IT SHOULD BE EASY TO FIN P, THAT 
MIRROR, IF ANYBOPY WANTS IT/// H&f/ 
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buy mm ^ 

NOW AT YOUR 
NEAREST NEWSSTANDS 




L . ..UGHTS UP TH£- MlSuiC TOU DROP 

..•f<Hf} J ust cl ' ck a Pe" n V- nickel, dime 

,,ll Oi' : qili/ier,ifii(j top slot. Instantly your 

grand new Teiettisjon Bank lights up 

—in a big. BIG way ! Wa split second, 

k ihe screen leaps into daiiling hie'. 

AWB. WOWt WHAT A PICTURE) 

Whetricr^you go for "lowie" shows ^ 
; (fights' and such) or want a dream 

jJ(j«JanCe.Tearri;Qr peppy cartoon, you've 
■ Id them— and. MORE— right on (his 
miracle Te'leviiiryi ,Bank ! What's 



TU*N OF KNOI SHOWS Ni 
ING PICTUHCi When you 
jour admiring fill at one picture, just 
turn center knob for next thrill-packed 
"show." Light goes out automatically 
as new picture appears! To light new 
picture, bank another coin. No less 
iting pictures in all — 



COMPLETE WITH 
BATTERY AND BULB! 



complete show! And with SIX i 

REAL MONEY just for letting the* 
look! 



ur^ds ! 



fight, 



le. hilari 



'ell 



ings pile up PLE 



it depositing enough ti 



an 



You'll be the envy of a 
with grand new Television Hank! A 
console model, it's an exact miniature 
of the most expensive sets. Complete 
even to the handsomely painted-on 
speaker grille and dials. All metal 
ruggedly built bank, 4%" x 4", ha; 
smart mahogany finish. Automatic 
screen light powered by efficient, 
replaceable battery. GUARANTEED 
TO DELIGHT YOU, hank comes 
complete with bulb, battery and strong 
key for opening and emptying out 
your wealth of savings. 



. . . BE THE flKST IN YOUR CROWD TO HAVl THIS WONDCRfUL] 

NEW TELEVISION BANK' send no iwomre: order yours toprti 



NEWEST DECORATOR'S NOTE 
- TO ALL DOLL HOUSE OWNERS! 

frothing is 10 truly luxurious for the modern 



| l^-ife. You'll Id 

S«GEE Cl^Hnm-31. 



;2;i.CC4 He* Vorh-2, H. T. 



SE AG E £ CO. 

2 Allen Sir**., New 



Dept CC4 



- York X N. . , 

j.y TELEVISION BANK. I agree to pay 

Q postman 11.98 plus few cents postage with understanding 
that if I »m not delighted I may return bank in 5 days for 
full refund of purchase price. 



Nat 



City 

D '' 



I- Plaitiity 



e 11.98. You pay post 



loney-back guarantee. 



